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MY      FRIENDS. 

TO  THOSE  WHO  ARE  NOW  BUT  A  DEAR   MEMORY  TO  ME; 

TO  THOSE  WHO 

AT  THIS  PRESENT  TIME  WALK  SIDE  BY  SIDE  WITH   ME   IN  SYMPATHY 

AND  TO  THOSE  WHOSE  HANDS  I  HOPE  TO  HOLD 

IN  FUTURE  FELLOWSHIP. 
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INTRODUCTORY. 


Some  winged  arrows  of  my  thoughts  in  verse 

Have  left  the  quiver  of  my  inmost  soul; 

I  pause  to  watch  their  flight,   and  pray 

That  they  max   meet  their  mark,  their  cherished  goal. 

The  haughty  world  I  do  not  hope  to  touch 
For  poor  applause,   which  there  begins  and  ends 
I  send  my  shafts  of  song  and  verse  to  strike 
And  stay  within  the  souls  of  those  my  friends. 
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Z§z  (goafs. 

Far  in   the  quiet  sky  above 
There  shone  the  evening  star, 

And  one  long  line  of  silver  ran 
Across  the  hidden  bar. 

'T  was  like  a  dream  in  dream  to  see 

The  boats  go  out  the  bay  ; 
The  gliding  sails,   the  sliding  oars, 

The  mystic  waters  grey. 

The  bay  was  calm,   so  calm  they  scarce 
Alight  put  themselves  to  sea  ; 

Like  ghosts  of  human  lives  they   left 
So  mournfully  their  quay. 
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Each   after  each   they   weirdly   went, 

A   solemn   retinue, 
Till   in   the   harbour's  mouth   they  massed, 

A    black  and  cloudy  crew. 

Each  after  each   from   that   black  cloud 

The  silent  boats  went   forth  ; 
Into  the  mystic  waters  grey, 

Went  out  into  the   North. 


tk  &06t  (goat. 

Wraithlike  and  black, 

Out  in  the  wrack, 

Out  where  the  storm  -  clouds  flee  ; 

High   the  tides  wave, 

Loud   the  winds  rave, 

Beating  the  boat  to  sea. 

How   the  winds   blow, 
Loud,    never   low, 
Beating  the  boat  to  sea  ! 
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Ghost  of  the  mist, 

Darkness  has  kissed, 

And  midnight   belongs  to  thee  ; 

Spectre  or  ghoul — 

Or  art  thou  a  soul 

Lost  on  eternitv  ? 

High,   never  low, 
How  the  storms  grow, 
Beating  the  boat  to  sea  ! 

Wilt  thou  e'er  come 

Silently  home, 

Swift,   on  a  silver  sea  ? 

Ah,  winds,   blow  low, 

Tides,  turn  your  flow, 

Bear  her  to  home  and  me  ! 

Cease  your  loud  blow, 
Winds,   breathe  but   low, 
Bear  her  to  home  and  me  ! 
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<fame. 

Deep   into  bright   red  sandstone,   low   uncovered, 
He,   lettered,   wrote  his  name  ; 

He   said,   "  Thus  far  indented  these   shall  shew  me, 
And  read   me   into   fame." 

He  came  a  few  hours  after — they  were   buried, 

The  sea  had   covered  them  ; 
For  hours  and   hours  he  waited  till    the   ocean 

Withdrew  its  skirting  hem. 


t-> 


He  said,   "  These  hours  the  cruel  sea  doth   hide  me, 

My  written   name  efface  ; 
For  these  some  other  hours  shall   brightly  know   me, 

And  these  shall  vield  me  grace. 


i-V 


What  matter  if  the  tide   of  men's  opinion 

Shall  draw  its  waters  o'er  ? 
The   tide  recedes,   and  then   to  passing  knowledge 

My   name  shines  as  before." 

He   passed  away;   one  quick-flown  year  did   bring  him 
To  prize  once   more   his   stone, 
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And  mark  again  how  deep  -  cut  he  had  written, 
And  joy  that  he  was  known. 

He  found  the   beach,   he  found  the  stone,   hut   vainly 

He  gazed  to  find  the  score  ; 
No  trace  of  him  was  left  in  lasting  footprints 

To  grace  the   rocky  shore. 

The  rushing,   whirling,   foaming  sea  had  beaten 

And  rubbed  the  sandstone  bare  ; 
"And,  ah!'    he  said,   "the  mocking  sea  has  taught  me 

No  more   I  write  me  there, 

But   in   the  strong -built  hearts  of  those  who  love  me, 

There  will   I   write  my  name  ; 
Though   bitter  tides  should  dash  and  beat  and  batten, 

These  hearts  will  keep  my  fame  !  " 


gt  QBaffab  of  (Boob  <xn*  (gtnf. 

The  waters  wept  and  moaned  ; 

The  waters  rushed  nor  flowed  ; 
A  glancing  form   upon  the  rocks 

Like  a  slim   reptile  shewed. 
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She  combed  her  floating  hair  ; 

Low  on   the   rocks  leaned  she  ; 
Her  voice  it  rose  and  shrieked  and  fell 

Like  waves  of  the  sobbing  sea. 
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Seen   through  a  misty  spray, 

On   land  a   maiden   stood, 
Her  hands  clasped  upwards  to  the  sky, 

Her  eyes  upon  the  flood. 

Far  through  the  storm   she  gazed, 

For  in  those  moaning  seas 
A  life  was  balancing  with   death, 

In   danger  and   unease. 

She  on  the  rocks  but  laughed 

A  laugh  of  fiendish   sound, 
"  Oh,  here  his  form  to-morrow  morn 

Shall  bruised  and  dead   be  tound  !  ' 

The  maiden   stood  and  prayed, 

With  look  divine  and  fair, 
"  Oh  Lord,   Oh   Lord,   deliver  him, 

And  save  my  soul  from  care  !  " 
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The  sea-birds  rose  and  screamed, 
The  waves  flashed  white  and  dim, 

While   through   the  scudding,   fleeing  wrack 
Their  eyes  still   looked  for  him. 

Then   through  the  foaming  surge 

A  little  tossing  boat 
Was  seen   like  playing  sea-bird  there 

That  any  waves   might  float. 

Higher  the  winds  and  waves, 

Louder  the  sea-witch  sang, 
While   pealing  through  the  echoing  storm, 

A  prayer  for  mercy  rang. 

The  boat   came  sweeping  on, 

Now  in   the  foam  it  whirled  ; 
She  on  the  rocks,   with   devil's  laugh, 

Her  beck'ning  finger  curled. 

She  on   the  rocks  gasped  high  ; 

l'  He  is  my   prey!  '    she  cried  ; 
But   Heaven,   in  view  the  eyes  of  her 

Who  prayed  aloud,   replied. 
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Over  treacherous  rocks, 

High,  while  the  sea-fiend  raved, 
A  mighty  wave  bore  man  and  boat, 

Cast  both  on  shore — and  saved  ! 

On  land  a  maiden  stood, 

Clasped  by  her  lover  close, 
While  thanks,   deep    uttered  to  the  skies, 

From   both   their  voices  rose. 

The  waters  wept  and  moaned, 
The  waters  rushed   nor  flowed. 

But  ne'er  again   the  sea-fiend's  voice 
The  flying  storm-wind  shewed. 


Bsoef  &ot?er. 

A  voice  is  for  ever  calling, 
Calling,  and  calling  to  me, 
Through  snow  so  wearily  falling 
On  the  dreary  land  and  sea— 
The  snow  so  wearily  fleeting, 
As  it  meets  the  dreary  sea. 
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It  calls  through   the  cruel  hollow 
Of  the  sleety  snow  and  wind  ; 
Calls  ever  to  me   to  follow 
Till   bodv  to  voice   I   find — 
Follow  on   through   stormy  sheeting, 
Till  voice  embodied   I   find. 

So  his  voice  one  dreadful  winter, 
Called  out  of  the  misty  reek, 
When   the  sea  than   stone  was  flinter, 
For  it   hid  the  voice   I   seek — 
The  sea  that  my  heart  is  beating 
To  stone  for  the  voice   I   seek. 

I   follow  the  voice,   but  never 
His  body   I'll  clasp  again  ; 
I   follow  and  go  for  ever 
In  a  world  of  lonely  pain- 
Follow   fast   the  weird,   sad  greeting, 
Which  troubles  my  lonely  pain. 

Maybe  when  this  world  is  over, 
And   I   tread  another  shore, 
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I   shall   be   unhappy  rover 
After  empty  voice  no  more— 
But,  after  life's  storm,   be  meeting 
With   his  bodied  voice  once  more. 


Just  as  in   summer  seas, 

Soft  as  the  skies, 
Lines  in   the  distance  seen 

Shew  where  land  lies  ; 

So,   far  away,   my  hope- 
Limned  in   life's  chart- 
Shines  faint,   ethereal, 
To  my  vexed  heart. 

Sometimes,   though  day  is  high, 

Hope  fades  away, 
Naught  of  fair  promise  seen 

Through   blinding  spray. 
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But  as  imagined  dream 

In   the  dim  night 
Shews  like  a  shadowy  joy 

To  our  dim   sight — 

So  in  my  quiet  night 

Dreams  calm  my  fears, 
And  through  the  mist  of  doubt 

Hope  re-appears. 


@t  (picture. 

Gray  and  sad-tinted, 
Blackened  with  showers  ; 
Not  e'en  half-hinted, 
Beaut}'  of  flowers  ; 
So  is  my   bosom 
Sad  with  the  tears 
For  the  dead  blossom 
Of  happy  years. 
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On   the  low  head-lands 
Wild  waves  beat  home, 
Over  the  mead-lands 
Spraying  sea  foam  ; 
So  mv  heart's  beating 
Laves  my   soul's  shore, 
All   hope  defeating 
For  evermore. 


Sing  your  song  of  silver  singing, 
Turn,   beloved,   from   the  land; 

Let  your  voice,   full-throated,  soaring, 
Float  above  the  golden  sand. 

Till  your  song  shall  reach  the  ocean, 
Join  its  murmur  sonorous  ; 

Fill   it  with   the  glad,   gay  tidings 
You  have  wafted  to  it  thus. 
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Till  it  thunder  to  each  cavern, 

Till  it  whisper  to  each  cove 
All   the  joy  of  your  dear  message, 

That  we  live  and  that  we  love. 

Till  it  wake  the  mermaids  sleeping, 
Mock  them  that  thev  ne'er  shall  know 

J 

Such  divine  and  happy  gladness 
In  their  sea-homes  down   below  ; 

And  they  clap  their  hands  in  madness, 

Shriek  that  mortals  have  such  glee, 
While  the  merry  wavelets,  leaping, 

Tell  them  what  we  hear  and  what  we  see  ; 

Tell  them,  whitened  bones  of  sailors 

Bring  them  no  enduring  joy, 
That  your  song,  more  sweetly  siren, 

Speaks  of  love  without  alloy. 

And  the  sea-winds  and  the  breezes, 

All  the  shells  by  ocean  strewn, 
Bringing  forth   a   note  of  promise 

Of  the  purest,   hnest  tone, 
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With   your  voice  shall  join  in  chorus, 
Till  the  swift  waves,   leaping  higher, 

Set  the  world  itself  to  music 

With  the  kev-note  of  Love's  lyre. 


Far  and  away  sails  a  swift  white  ship- 
See  how  she  glides  o'er  the  sea's  blue  line  ! 
So  when   my  dreams  most   refulgent   shine, 
You   brighten  and  light  the  horizon  of  mine. 
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Only   in  dreams  doth  the  day's  hard  grip 

Relax,  and  you  to  my  heart  resign  ; 

Oh,  for  a  fresh  blowing  air  and  fine, 

And  oh,   for  a  sea  that  would  make  you  mine 

Oh,   for  the  waters  spreading  away, 

And  oh,   for  a  long,   glad  holiday  ; 

Oh,   for  an   ocean  just  yours  and  mine, 

My  ship  with  yours  on   the  sea's  blue    line  ; 
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Oh,  for  a  sky  with  an  azure  hue, 

No  mist  nor  cloud  between   me  and  you  ; 

No  dream  to  fade  when  the  morning  wakes 

On  a  gloomy  coast  where  a  wild  sea  breaks  ; 

But  ever  and  ever  to  sail  and  sway 

While  the  singing  breezes  softly  play, 

For  ever  and  ever  to  sail  and  sail, 

With  never  a  storm-wind,   never  a  gale  ; 

Sail  far  and  far  to  eternity, 

Till  we  enter  together  its  boundless  sea  ! 


The  tide  Hows  high,  and  the  tide  flows  low, 

And  oh,  but  the  tide  is  weary  ; 
Grey  in   the  morning,   and  grey  at   night, 

With  the  cries  of  its  sea-birds  eerie. 

My  heart  beats  high,   and  my  heart   beats   low, 

And  oh,   but  my  heart  is  weary  ; 
Sad  in  the  morning,  and  sad  at  night, 

With   the  voice  of  my   life-dreams  eerie. 


Jnfcmb. 


Here's  a  song  for  all   the  Border  folk, 

And  may  it  touch   their  hearts, 
And  reach   the  fountain  of  the  blood 

Which  Scottish  birth   imparts. 

Chorus  : 
Then  here  's  a  hail  to  the  Border  men, 

A  health  to  the  lasses  too  ; 
And  a  shout  for  all  the  kindred  Scots, 

The  whole  of  the  wide  world  through. 

Here  's  a  cheer  for  all  the  Border  folk, 
With   their  quiet  power  and  push  ; 

Theirs  is  no  coward  heart  to  see 
A  foe  in  every  bush. 

Chorus : 
Then   here 's  a   hail,    etc. 
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Theirs  is  the  force  which   leads  men  on 

To  make  the  world  their  own, 
Till   furthest  climes  have   seen   their  face 

And  heard  their  rugged  tone. 

Chorus  : 
Then  here 's  a  hail,  etc. 

Rugged  and  rocky  is  their  land, 

Type  of  the  Scottish   form  ; 
This  gives  the  power  which   wins  the  world, 

And  weathers  every  storm. 

Chorus  : 
Then  here's  a   hail,  etc. 

Ah,   we  who  know  the   Border  men, 
We  know  their  hearts  of  gold  ; 

We  know  the  mines  of  wealthy  love 
The  strong-built  forms  enfold. 

Chorus  : 
Then   here's  a   hail,  etc. 

Then   Scots,   be  true  to  your  Borderland, 
Be  true  to  your  Scottish   sires  ; 
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Staunch  as  the  men  who  saw  their  homes 
Burn   down   in   martyr  fires. 

Chorus  : 
Then   here's  a  hail,  etc. 

Now,   three  times   three   for  the   Border  men  ; 

For  the  women,   three  times  three  ; 
Three  cheers  for  the  lads  and  lasses  all, 

With  your  hearts'   full  fealty. 

Chorus  : 
Then  here's  a  hail  to  the  Border  men, 

A  health  to  the  lasses  too  ; 
And  a   shout  for  all  the  kindred  Scots, 

The  whole  of  the  wide  world  through. 
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I   heard  them  whisper,   "  she  is  dead  !  " 
I  might  not  thole  my  sorrow, 

But  wandered  o'er  the  moorland  heights 
And   through  the  glens  of  Yarrow. 

And  as   I   roamed   I   felt  the  sting 

Of  sorrow  upon  sorrow, 
And  knew  not   how  my  pain  to-day 

Could  face  the   sad  to-morrow. 

Pain  upon  pain  the  landscape  breathed 
Which  knew  my  joy  beforrow  ; 

The  very  air  seemed  mist  with  tears 
All  through  the  vales  of  Yarrow. 

The  very  leaves  seemed  dropping  down 
With  anguish  and  with   sorrow, 

Where  mossy  paths  twined  fondly  by 
The  murmuring  brinks  of  Yarrow. 


Till   in   my  deepmost  saddened  heart, 
Where  pain   had  sped  the  arrow, 
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I   felt  the  healing  power  of  God 
Who   made  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

And  then   I   thought  that   He  who  saw 

The  fall  of  every  sparrow 
Knew  how   I   suffered,   met  me  there, 

And  clasped  my  soul  in   Yarrow. 

Nor  took  my  pain,   but  gave  me  grace 

To  bear,   to  bear  my  sorrow  ; 
Yea,  gave  beside  the    purling  stream 

The  power  to  face  the  morrow. 


(gftarc^mont  in  Spring. 

The  sweet  woodsorrel  smiles  beneath  our  feet, 
We  crush   its   dainty  petals  as  we  go  ; 

The   bracken  holds  its  furled-up  fronds  to  meet 
The  branches  of  white  gean-tree  bending  low. 
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Oh,   dear  wild  woods,  with   tender  leaflets  set 

Like  jewels  on  the  fingers  of  the  trees, 
And  blackthorn   snowing  as  though  winter  yet 

Had  fled  not   from  the  warm,   moor-scented  breeze. 

Where  paths  diverge  amidst   the  springing  sward, 
One  takes  its  downward  course  to  shelving  braes  ; 

And  there  our  straying  steps  meet  their  reward, 
And  senses  satisfied,   the  heart  gives  praise. 

For  there  a  scene  of  beauty   unsurpassed, 

A  sea  of  primroses  pale  glory  spread  ; 
Wealth  seekers  after  riches  ne'er  amassed, 

And  joy  on  which  no  epicures  have  fed. 

Some  giant  beech  trees  circle  round  the  banks 
As  though  enthralled,   for  nature  loves  her  own  ; 

Bending  above,  they  too  seem  giving  thanks 
For  joy  such  carpet  at  their  feet  is  thrown. 

Haven  of  quiet   rest ;    unquiet  moods 

Must  cease  where  sound  the  soothing  notes  of  doves, 
Which   coo  and  woo  each  other  in   these  fresh  green  woods  ; 

And  souls  are  stilled  where  spring-tide   charms   the   groves. 
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Apple  trees 
Of  tender  green   and  delicate  pink 
Bloom  where  the  braes  uprise  and  sink 

Like  waves  in   stormy  seas. 

Hawthorn   bud 
And  blossom  with   sweet-scented  cup, 
A  bowl  where  elf  of  May  can  sup, 

These  flower  in  a  flood. 

Blackthorn  bough 
Has  melted  its  entrancing  snow, 
With   light-hued  garb  of  leaves  aglow, 

To  please  our  fancy  now. 

High   in   air 
The  mighty  beech  throws  arms  ;    its  gaze 
Upon  the  sky.      Here  the  pert  squirrel  stays 

And  makes  these  arms  its   stair. 
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On  yon  banks 
Late  primroses  disport  themselves 
Still  to  give  pleasure  to  the  dancing  elves, 

Where  they  play   merry  pranks. 

Ferns  in  frond 
Unfurl  their  gentle  coils,   though   some 
Curved  mossy  brown  are  still  to  come 

And  join  the  greensward  bond. 

In  the  grass 
See  how  forget-me-not  grows  lush, 
With   blue-tipped  wings  the  bending  blades  to  brush, 

When  the  winds  softly  pass. 

Busy  sound 
From   bird  and  bee  and  all  awakened  life 
Serves  to   remind   us  that  the  winter's  strife 

Is  o'er,  and  summer  found. 
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On  (JXorifam  QBtibge. 

6th     NOVEMBER,     1896. 

On   Norham   Bridge   I   stood  to-day  entranced  ; 

I  viewed  the  broad  bright  river  flowing  by  ; 
I  saw  where  lights  through  tinted  shadows  gleamed, 

Reflecting  low  the  sky's  blue  canopy. 

The  autumn  lit  the  banks  and  braes  to  fire 

Near  by  the  narrow  isle  where  full   Tweed  parts, 

Like  two  smooth   lives  dissevered  by  the  world 
Till  love  once  more  unite  their  happy   hearts. 

Unseen  from  where   I   stood,   the  ruined  tower, 
So  sweetly  sung  by  each  fond   Border  bard, 

Looked  down  upon   the  lovely  scene  beneath, 
O'er  branching  trees  with    ruddy   berries  starr'd. 

Not  sung  alone  ;    but  gazed  at  by  the  eyes 
Of  those  who  drink   in   nature  with   a   look, 

Till   with  the  brush   the  clear  white  page  they   paint, 
As  though   cut   out   from    God's  own    picture-book. 
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I   mused  awhile   to  think  these  ruined  walls 
Stand  on  while  bard  and  painter  pass  away  ; 

To-day  the  scene  as  touching  as  the  past, 
Which   taught  the  poet  how  to   sing  his  lay  ; 

Inspired  the  magic  touch  of  Turner's  hand, 
And  stirred  the  soul  of  many  men  of  name  ; 

And  still  shall  stir  men's  souls  to  deepmost  depths 
When  we  ourselves  have  passed  from  life  and   fame. 

So  may  it  always  be  ;    and  passers  by 

Look  on  the  view  and  feel  divine  content, 

Where,  a  true  lover's  knot  in  twist  and  twine, 
Fair  Tweed  two  kingdoms'  hearts  has  ever  blent. 


Zfy  fciftfe  TOagribe  Cracl 

A  path  worn  smooth   beside  the  way 
By  steps  where  happy  children  stray — 
When  roads  are  dusty,  stony,  hard, 
They  cool  their  feet  on  fresh  green  sward, 
And  make  their  little  track. 
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When  lives  are  rough,   and  hard,   and   dry, 
A  long,   long  road  our  souls  to   try, 

Why  not,   like  children,   turn  aside 

Where  grass  from  'neath  the  hedge  grows  wide, 
Till  hope  and  strength  come  back  ? 

Yea,   turn  aside  like  children   then 

Till  life  with  grace  renew  again  ; 

And  be  not  like  the  foolish  ones 

Who  choose  the  hard,   the  dusty   stones, 

Then  mourn  that  ease  they  lack. 

A  hedge,   an  edge  to  all   life's  roads, 
God  plants  to  help   us  with  our  loads  ; 

Ignore  no  path   which  grief  allays, 

But  take  beside  your  stony   ways 
The  little  wayside  track. 
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(Boob  ifrtbag,  18^6. 

Now   tar   and    further   fainting   fall   the    shadows   on    the   high- 
lands, 

And  near  and  nearer  coming  falls   the   darkness    upon    me  ; 

My  heart   is  bent  and   broken  within  all  the  solemn   silence, 

On   the  hills  as   in   the  valley  there  is  no  dear  light   to  see. 

What     use     my    high    endeavour,    my    firm    stand    upon    the 
mountain  ? 

What    use    to    climb    the   higher   when    the    night    falls   here 
as  there  ? 

What    use    to    leave    the    valley,    to    spring    upwards    as    the 

fountain, 

When    here    as    in    the    vallev    darkness    quenches    all    my 
prayer  ? 

I   halt   in   vain  endeavours,   and   I   sink  in   weary  swounding ; 

Must   I   stay  for  ever  here  in  a  night  of  doomful  dreams  ? 
I   feel  the  anguish   endless  of  a  pain  which   ceases  never, 

Of  the  agonised  desire  for  a  light  which  mockery  seems. 

\\  ait,   foolish    heart   and   faithless ;     nay ;    thine   upward   quest 
was  golden 
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With    the    value    of   a    vict'ry,    won    though    darkness    doth 
o'ertake  ; 

In   the  early  heavenly   morning,   thine  eyes  shall    be    beholden 

With    the    glory   of  the    sunshine   which   the    mountain    first 
doth  wake. 

Though  gloom   should  now  dismay  thee,   still  mount  upwards 
to  the  headlands, 

Strive  ever  to  the  summit,   though   e'en    there   the   light    be 
gone  ; 

When  the  dreary  night   is   over,   God's   sun   is   on    the    mead- 
lands, 

And    those    upon    the    mountain    are   the    first  to    meet    the 
dawn. 


Yellow  and  blue,  yellow  and  blue, 
See  how  the  flowers  in  this  garden   grew 
Primroses  here,  and  daffodils  there, 
And  the  azure  forget-me-not  everywhere. 
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Yellow  and  blue,   yellow  and  blue, 

'Twas   thus  the  flowers  in   this  garden  grew; 

Yellow  narcissi  and  leopardsbane, 

And   the  sweet    blue  pansy  betwixt  the  twain. 

Sapphire  and  gold,   sapphire  and  gold 
Coloured  the  flowers  in  this  garden's  mould  ; 
And  the  sapphire  sky  all   over  them   leant, 
While  the  golden   sun   stole  the  lilies'   scent. 

Sapphire  and  gold,   sapphire  and  gold  ; 
Ah,   may  these  tones  all  our  lives  enfold  ! 
For  this  garden  seemed  like  a  bit  of  heaven 
Where  the  gold  and  the  blue  were  interweaven. 


I   listened  and  heard  thrush  sing  loud  to-night, 

Tu-wheet,   tu-wheet,   tu-wheet  ; 

Threuwit-tu,   threuwit-tu,   threuwit-tu  ; 
In   love  with   his  own   phrase  he  sang  again, 
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Repeating  yet  once  more  the  happy  strain  ; 

Glad  with   its  own  glad  sound  each   note's  high  flight. 

Not  many  notes,   but  how  condensed  the  joy  ! 

Tu-wheet,  tu-wheet,  tu-wheet  ; 

Threuwit-tu,   threuwit-tu,   threuwit-tu  ; 
And  who  would  wish   to  make  the  music  more 
With  long  interpolations  in   the   score, 
And  so  the  fine  harmonious  point  destroy  ? 

I   listened — far  away  did  answer  thrill, 

Tu-wheet,   tu-wheet,   tu-wheet ; 

Threuwit-tu,   threuwit-tu,   threuwit-tu  ; 
A  jocund  echo,   born  of  sheer  delight, 
Which  made  sound  more  to  be  desired  than  sight — 
So  bright  it  was,  so  clear,  so  purely  shrill. 

How  to  their  throbbing  song  my  heart  replied, 

Tu-wheet,   tu-wheet,  tu-wheet ; 

Threuwit-tu,  threuwit-tu,   threuwit-tu  ; 
Uplifted  high,  it  sang  an  echo  too, 
Which  still   is  singing -though  the   night's  far  through, 
And  thrushes'  notes  were  hushed  when  night's  wind  sighed. 
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3n  ffle  Siefbe. 

Here  where  the  corn-stooks  fruitful  stood 

All  golden   in   the   sun, 
Rich  as  the  blessings  of  the  earth 

I   found  your  love-gifts  won. 

But  here  to-day,   'midst  stubbles  bare, 

The  lowering  winter's  day, 
I   find  the  pain   of  pleasures  past, 

Of  love-gifts  cast  away. 


Her  door  was  set  open   unto  the  night, 
While  her  light   burnt   bright  and  clear  ; 

Her  hands  were   folded,   her  eyes  shone  sweet, 
She  said,    "He  will  come,   my   Dear!" 


POEMS    BY    CHRISTIE    DEAS.  33 


And  she  waited,  waited,  her  light  burnt  low, 

Yet  her  weary  eyes  still   shone  ; 
Then  her  hands  moved  upward  to  tend  the  light 

And  their  patient   fold  was  gone. 

She   rose,   she  gazed  out  into  the  night, 
Far  the  rays  from  her  light  burnt  clear, 

And  passing  her  door,   a  furlong  off, 
She  saw  him  go  by — her  Dear  ! 

And  he  gazed  not,   saw  not  her  shining   door, 

Not  once  did  he  turn   his  head  ; 
She  watched  him   pass  through   her  circling  light  ; 

"He  will  never  come  now  !  '    she  said. 

Ah  !    she  fell   to  her  chair  with   a  sad,   sad  moan, 
And  her  sweet,   sweet  eyes  grew  dim  ; 

With  hands  close  folded  over  her  face, 
Thus  she  buried  her  love  for  him. 

Then  she  slowly,  quietly,  quenched  the  light, 

Gently  rose,   and  closed  the  door ; 
"He   never  will  come — my   Dear,"  she  said, 

"  And  my   light  shall   burn   no  more  !  ' 

E 
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(Bran 'ma. 

"  In  other  days 
Were  other  ways  ;  " 
Then  let  us  hear  what  dear  Gran'ma  says — 

"The  maids  were  quiet,   the   men  were  prim, 
In   the  days  when   I   was  young ; 
There  was  never  heard  the  frivolous  jest 
And  the  lightly  speaking  tongue  ; 
In   days  of  eld 
Other  thoughts  were  held, 
And  when  parents  rebuked,   I   never  rebelled !  ' 

Oh,  oh, 
Dear  Gran'ma,   know 
Your  eve  is  bright, 
And  your  footstep  light  ; 
Your  step  was  lighter, 
Your  eye  was  brighter 
In   the  days  when  you   were  young. 
Is  it   only   what   wicked  gossips  say, 
You   were  once  just  as  light  of  heart   and  gay  ? 
Then   do   not,   dear  Gran'ma,   belie  yourself, 
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And  when  you  were  china  make  out  you  were  delf; 

Your  voice  has  always  sung. 
And  the  dear  little  tender  lecture  here 
Does  not   hold  so  much   force  as  might  appear. 


(gtf   (Utorning;£ibe. 

A  streak  of  light  on  the  mountain  ; 

A  line  of  light  in   the  valley  ; 

Though     cloud    and     shadow     abide,     light     streams     on     the 

mountain -side  ; 

So  hope  springs  up  like  a  fountain  ; 

So  joy  looks  in   through  each   alle\  ; 

Though     cloud     and      shadow     abide,     love     shines     at     the 

morning-tide. 
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Where  is  the  west  wind  sleeping  ? 

In  some  far  island  west 
Hath   it  found  a  balmy  valley 

Where  it  sighs  in   blissful   rest  ? 

A  cold  and  briny  odour 

Comes  from   the  eastern   seas  ; 

Where  is  the  west  wind  sleeping 
With   warm  and  fragrant   breeze  ? 

Return,   oh   briny  odours, 

To  the  homes  of  your  sea  birds, 
Which  with  grey  and  snowy  plumage 

Dwell  in  wild  and  shrilling  herds. 

And  return,   oh   dreaming  west  wind, 
To  the  hearts  which  long  for  you  ; 

They  shall  leap  and   spring  to  summer, 
And  all  our  lives  be  new. 
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JSoncj  of  a  freeman. 

By  the  burn  singing  airily, 

O'er  its  stones  running  warily  ; 
'Midst   the  bracken,   the   moss,   and   the  heather  ; 
Like  a  thistle-down  or  a  wind-blown   feather, 

Here   I   go,   either  here  or  there, 

As  fancv  leads  everywhere. 

In  valley,   in   mountainous  way, 

Height  or  depth,   all   one   where   I   stray  ; 
Blown   here  or  there   like   the  wind-tossed  feather, 
In   hillside   storms  or  in   sunny  weather; 

What   care   I   so   I   go  but   free  ? 

Spirit's  flight  taking  form   in   me. 


In  a  town  with   its  narrowing 

Sense  of  life  ever  harrowing, 
Where  fogs  embody  typical  weather, 
I   feel   my  heart  grasped  in   cramping  tether; 

Here  midst  hills  where  the  air  embrowns, 

Life  is  free,  ami  the  heart  encrowns. 
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Leaf  or  blade,   each   can   play  a  part  ; 

Flowers  most  do  enchant  my  heart  ; 
Rocks  and   burns  and   stones  come  together, 
Draw  me  to  them  when   wild  thyme  and  heather 

Fade  away,   and  wild  winter's  rage 

In   rough   war  doth   the  hills  engage. 


'o"to* 


Hills  with   snow  falling  airily, 

When   I   move,   walking  warily, 
Watching  great    drifts  bury   deep  the  heather, 
Or  sheltered  beneath  the  rocks  from   the  weather, 

Then   indeed  soul  is  satisfied  ; 

I   can  joy,   finding  world  so  wide. 


^onnet 

Sun  and  warmth   are  in   the  vale,   but  snow  is  still 
Upon   the  mountain-top  ;   surely  the  height 
Is  cold?       Yea;     though   men  yearn  and  praise  the  sight 
And  envv   still  the  hugeness;   though   the}-  will 
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Strain   upwards  to   the  summit,  yet   how  shrill 
Whizz  the  weird  winds  around   its  head  all   night  ; 
How  icy  is  the  mighty  tower,   though  bright, 
How  lackless  of  those  heats  which  valleys  fill  : 

Then  be  content  with   lowliness,   nor  seek 

To  gain   the  heights  and  lose  thy   summer  heat, 

To  gain  an   icy,   cold,   and  lonely  peak  ; 

To  find  above  thy  fellow-men   thy   seat, 

And  lose  thy  human  comradeship.      Ah,   stay, 

And  in  thy  homely  vale  feel  love's  warm   ray. 


$t  Reason  of  £$orrotfl. 

I    have  looked  across  the  plain 
For  the  hills  mine  eyes  do  love, 

But  the  weary  day  doth   pass  and  go, 
And  the  mist  doth   never  move. 
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And  surely  none  may   pierce 

Through  that  all-brooding  shroud, 

And  say,   "  I   know  thv  lovely  hills 
Stand  firm   behind   the   cloud." 

Yet  Faith  hath  clearer  powers 

Than   human  sense  and  will, 
And  pointing  through  the  mist  she  breathes, 

In   whispers  calm   and  still — 

"The  day  shall   dawn   and  break 

J 

Which   lifts  the  clouds  above, 
And  thou  shalt  see  in  glorious  light 
The  hills  thine  eves  do  love." 


I    would    I   were  at   rest, 

Oh,   my  bonny   bird, 
From  this  road  of  summer  heat  ; 

That  in   the  ingle-nook   I   might   find  my  old-time  seat, 
With   a  footstool  for  my   feet. 
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For  I   am   very   tired, 

Oh,   my  bonny  bird, 

And  the  road  is  dreary,   long  ; 

My  throat   is  parched  and  dry,   and   unheard  my 
careless  song, 

As   I   weary  move  along. 

I  would   I   were  at  home, 

Oh,   my  bonny  bird, 

In   my   far-off,   long-left   home  ; 

Where    wait    kindly    hands   of  some,    where   wait 
loving  eyes  of  some, 

Till   the  long-lost  wanderer  come. 


£)r;ege  ©aietee. 

Deep  are  th'  o'er-hanging  skies, 

Cerulean  ; 

Distance  ethereal   lies, 

Wlnle   soft   winds  fan. 
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High  on   this  windy   brae 
Where  ox-eyes  bloom, 
See  Spring  'neath   Summer's  sway, 
New  tints  assume. 

Hidden   the  brown  earth,   we  see 
These  rest  the  eye  ; 
How  wide,  and  fresh,   how  free, 
Both  earth  and  sky. 
Spring-time  to  Summer  wed 
Makes  glad  the  hours  ; 
Oh,   happy  time,   thus  led 
By  the  star-flowers. 

Shining,   they  catch   the  sun, 
Singing,   I   cull  them  ; 
From   this  to  that   I   run, 
Where  breezes  lull  them. 
Glancing,   their  golden  eyes, 
Bending  and  smiling, 
Up  their  bright  banks   I   rise, 
Each  one  beguiling. 
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This  one  and  that   I   pull, 
Press  in   my  arms, 
Gather  till  both  are  full 
Of  their  sweet  charms. 
This  summer  sheaf  I   bind, 
Ribbon  grass  twining, 
Mixed  with  green  ferns   I   find 
Near  these  are  shining. 

Down   the  gay   hill   I   trip, 
Through   their  white  bed, 
Joy  smiling  on   my  lip 
By  these  is  fed. 
Crowned  by  their  royal  gems 
Twist  in  my  hair, 
Fairer  than  diadems 
Which  monarchs  wear. 

Oh,   glad  the   flowers  grow, 
Hear  my  soul   singing  ; 
What   purer  joy  to  know 
Than  these  are  bringing  ? 
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&<xt>cnbct  anb  £tnen- 

Odorous  purple  bloom, 
Faint   filling  all   the   room  ; 
How  memorv  doth   meet  the  quaint  perfume — 
Old  thoughts  resume. 

Dreaming,   I   see  once  more 
An   open  cottage  door  ; 
A   bright,   wide,   household  hearth  ;     a  china  store  ; 
A  sanded  floor. 

A  cheerful,  wise  old  face 
Nods  in   the  same   old  place, 
Of  one  who  left  example   to  her  race, 
Of  soul's  true  grace. 

The   busy   spinning  hands 
Of  one  who   understands 
To  do  her  best  beseems  her  Lord's  commands, 
So  plies  her  strands. 
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The  linen  folded  by, 
So  added  ply  by  ply  ; 
In   white  sheets,   scented,   pressing  sweet  and  dry, 
These  flowers  lie. 

Dreaming,   the  vision's  read  ; 
The   last  earth-prayer   said  ; 
A  white  sheet,   scented,   folded  o'er  the   head  ; 
At   rest  the  dead. 

While  by  this  old  bureau, 
Where  they  lie  white  as  snow, 
Dear  grannie's  scented  sheets  still   seem   to  shew 
The  way  to  go. 


Cfoufcfanb  at  §&unBtt 

There  is  a  country  yet  untrod  by  man, 
With   shores  of  palest  purple  amethyst  ; 

There,   chain   on  chain  of  rosy   mountains  glow, 
By  the  red  sun  in   passionate  moments  kissed. 
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Blue  are  its  seas  and  yellow  are   it   sands, 

With  gleams  of  heavenly   light  athwart  the  whole  ; 

There  is  no  thought  of  earth's  dark  heaviness, 
Nor  heard  earth's  loud  and  blaring  trumpet-roll. 

Calm  are  the   islands  lying  in   those  seas 
Near  by  the  lovely  amethystine  shores  ; 

Would  heaven  that  not  in   dreams  my  soul  might  float 
Twixt  these  dear  isles  with   idly  dropping  oars. 

Far,   far  away,   to  endless  beauteous  realms 
Stretch   the  lagoons  of  luminous  delight  ; 

Infinitude  far  from   our  visionless  eyes, 

Light  beyond  light,   and  glory  beyond  sight. 

Shall  this  bright  country  ever  meet  our  ken 

In  a   reality  as  glad  as  fair  ? 
Shall  we  e'er  tread  its  shores  ethereal,   sweet, 

Shall  we  some  day  find   fuller  vision   there  ? 

Though,   in  despairing  mood,   some  say   no  souls 

In  th'   imagined  land  of  light  arrive  ; 
Yet  may  our  minds  more  faithful,   hopeful,   be — 

And  may   our  dreams  find  happy  souls  alive. 
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Yea  ;   while  the  world  shall  last   let  poet-souls 

Still  yearn   for  heaven   through   softly-singing  tongue  ; 

Call  it  not  strange,   for,  were  the  world  content, 
Dreams  of  another  world  would  ne'er  be  suns. 


'i-5- 


Were   we  content   to   dwell   in   slothful  ease, 

No  visions  then   would  paint  the  evening  sky  ; 

No   psalms  he  said  ;    no  faith   be  born   in   light  ; 

Hope  would  depart ;    and  love  with  tears  would  die. 


Love,   Love  is  lost, 
And  where  shall   Love   be  found  ? 
Is  he  hiding  in   the    orchard  midst   the  apple-blossom  leaves  ? 

Is  he  hiding  'neath   the  trees  among  the  grass  ? 

Or  perched  on  curving  boughs  is  he  peering  as  we  pass, 

While     his     rose-bud     mouth      in     mischief     a     low    mocking 
laughter  weaves  ? 

Oh,   Love,   Love.   Love ! 

But   Love  answers  not  the  sound  ! 
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Love,   Love  is  lost, 

And  where  shall   Love  be  found  ? 

Is  he  hiding  in  the  meadows  where  the  dappled  cattle  lie, 

In   the  meadows  where  the   nodding  cowslips  sway? 

Or    amidst     the     flushing     hawthorn      does     the     elf     safe, 
smiling,   play 

Where  the  flowering  boughs  o'erlacing  form   a  fairy  canopy  ? 

Oh,   Love,   Love,   Love ! 

But  Love  answers  not  the  sound  ! 


Love,   Love  is  lost, 

Oh,   where  shall   Love  be  found  ? 

Shall    we   find    him    in    the   garden    near   the   primroses'    sweet 
scent  ? 

Shall  we  find  him   near  the   lilacs'  odorous  breath  ? 

Or    where    the    lilies    glow    'neath    their    green    and    tender 
sheath, 

Is  he  lying  there  among  them,   is  it  there- the  truant   went? 

Oh,   Love,   Love,   Love  ! 

But   Love  answers  not   the  sound  ! 
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Love  is  lost,   lost  ! 

Oh,  where  shall   Love  be  found  ? 

Shall  we  find  him  where  the  churchyard  rears  its  tombstones 
grey  and  old  ? 

Is  he  buried  neath   the  yew-trees'   calm   sad  shade  ? 

Is  he  buried  there  for  ever  where  the  weary  dead  are  laid? 

Is  his  rosy  form  and  supple,   now  for  ever  deaf  and  cold  ? 

Oh,   Love,   Love,   Love  ! 

But  Love  answers  not  the  sound. 


A  box  of  silks,   old-fashioned  silks, 

Some  of  forgotten   shade, 

And  as   I   gaze  a  vision  comes, 

The  present  seems  to  fade  : 

I   see  sweet  Molly,   golden-haired. 

I   see  her  fingers  laid 

White  on   her  silks,   soft  as  the  silks 

Which   pleased   my   little  maid. 


c; 
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I   see  her  deftly   ase  her  shades 

In   now  old-fashioned   work  ; 

And  those  who  loved  her  well   might  tell 

How   little  she   would    shirk 

Love's  labour  for  her  loved  ones  ;    she, 

Bright-eyed  as  any  Turk, 

Would  bend  above  her  silks  the  head 

Where  sunbeams  loved  to  lurk. 

And  many  a  thought  she   blent   with  them, 

O,   many   a  loving  thought  ; 

And  this  old-fashioned  box  of  silks 

Dreams  of  my  maid  has  brought  ; 

Useless   the  effort   not   to  grieve, 

Useless  the  battle  fought — 

My  eyes  grow  dim,   and  midst  my  tears 

I    find   the   shades   I   sought. 
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A  rose,   a  rose  has  bloomed  ; 
Glad,   merry  of  heart  am   I  ; 
There  seems  more  light   in   the   summer  weather, 
More  blue  in  the  placid   sky. 

A  song,   a  song  is  sung  ; 
Glad,   merry  of  heart  am   I  ; 
My  heart   is  light  as  a  floating  feather 

At   the  song's  low   rapturous  cry. 

A  rose  has  faded,   fall'n  ; 
Ah,   heavy  of  heart  am    I  ; 
Once  the   sweet,   faint  petals  were  furled  together, 
Where  now  they  withered  lie. 

A  song  has  ceased,   has  ceased  ; 
Ah,   heavy  of  heart  am    I  ; 
There's  an   autumn   drift   through   the  summer  weather, 
A  grey  in   the  summer  sky. 


--> 
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Swayed  by  your  transient   moods  am   I, 

As  ;i   river  answers  to   the   sky, 
Grev   with  the  grey  davs,   and  blue  with   the   blue; 
Grey   are  the  days  when  you  glance  and   frown, 
Shake  the  dear  little  head  with   its  coils  of  brown, 

Yes,   greyest  of  grey  days  then  do   I   rue. 

But   bright   shines   the   sun   when   your  smile   shines  out, 
Blue   is  the   sky   then   without   a  doubt, 

Glad  with   all   pleasure,  joyous  and  gay  ; 

Sweetest  of  all  mirrored  thus  in   my  heart, 

Aii,   triumphantly  then   does   my  song  depart, 

Fills  all  the  world  with   the  singing  of  May. 


(gaffab. 

"  O,  thou  I  lovedst,  I  go  a  space, 
For  my  heart  is  angry,   sore  ; 

Maybe  or  no  I  shall  kiss  thy  iace, 
And  love  thee  as  before  !  " 
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He  wandered   far  where  the  wild  winds  sang 

In  a   wood  of  ancient   trees  ; 
And  he  noted   not   how  his   love's  voice   rani;' 

And  sighed  with   the   moaning  breeze. 

He  noted  not  when   the  sweet  voice   stayed, 

And  the   wild  winds  sang  alone  ; 
For  his  heart   'neath   the  feet  of  Rage  was  laid, 

And  his  soul-  before   Sorrow's  throne. 

Through  the  forest  depth   he  wandered   far, 
Cold  the  moon   shone  on   his  head  ; 

And  he  wist  not  heaven   held  a  new  sweet   star. 
He  wist  not  his  love   was  dead. 

Last,   he  came  out  into  a  dawn  of  gold, 

From  the  ancient  forest  wild  ; 
Yea,   he  came   from   out  of  the  shades  of  old, 

And  his  heart,   though   weak,   was   mild. 

"  I    will  go  and   seek   my   darling   love, 
I    will   kiss   her  face,   her  eyes  ; 
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I   shall   see  them   clear  as  the  skies  above, 
I   shall   note  her  glad   surprise." 

He  sought  his  love  through   the  livelong  day, 

But   never  his  love   might   find  ; 
Till   he  came   once   more  to  the  forest  way, 

And  he   heard   the   sobbing  wind. 

Then   he  gazed  up  into  the  evening  sky, 
And  he  gazed  at  the  grassy   ground  ; 

And  he  saw  a  star  in   the  ether  high, 
And  at  his  feet — a   mound. 

Once   more   he   came   to   the  forest  grey, 

To  that   wood  of  ancient   trees  ; 
Now  for  ever  he   wanders  there  and  aye, 

And  sighs  with   the   moaning  breeze. 


Zxio&U;    on  a  ^ummer'0  (£t?e. 

A  summer's  eve  and  you  are  pretty  ; 

It  is  a   tempting  thought 

To  kiss  those  lips  that  are  so  witty, 
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A   summer's  eve  and  you   so  pretty  ; 
I  '11   snatch  a  kiss,   then   beg  your  pity— 
I   wonder   if  I   ought ! 
A   summer's  eve  and  you  are  pretty, 
It  is  a  tempting  thought. 

A   summer's  eve   when   sun   is   mellow 

Constrains  the  heart   to  woo  ! 

The  ripening  corn   is   shining  yellow 

This  summer's  eve   when   sun   is   mellow 

Oh,   I   should   be  a  happy  fellow, 

Did  you,   dear,   love  me  too  ! 

A  summer's  eve  when   sun   is  mellow 

Constrains  the  heart  to  woo. 


£)n  a  J^iffeibe  txriffl  a  ©ear  %\ttk  <Btrf. 

Blue  as  are  the   early  skies,   and   lightsome  as  the  skies 

On  a  bonny  summer's  morning  are   my   bonnie   Birdie's  eyes  ; 
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Murmuring  like  the  burn,  ever  rippling  like  the  burn, 

Comes    my    bonny    Birdie's  laughter   as   she   hides  among  the 
fern. 

Peeping  from  the  bracken  with   her  quaint-like  pretty  grace, 
With   all   the   summer  sunshine   playing,   dimpling  in   her  facer 
So   my   small  queen  of  hill-sides  comes  running  to  my  knee, 

Ail    through    the    breezy    morning-time,   we  will  gossip,   I  and 

she  ! 


Baby   lies  in   a   fir-tree,   where  the  wind  is  rocking  her, 

Hush,  oh   hush,  hush-a-bye. 

Baby  lies  where  the   little   breezes  stir, 

Lullaby,   oh   lullaby. 

Baby   cries  there,   smiling  oftener, 

Lullaby,   oh   hush-a-bye. 
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"  Baby  sweet,"  pipes  a  little  birdie  twitterer, 

Hush,   oh   hush,   hush-a-bye. 
In  at   this  branch,   out  at  that  one,   through   the  fir  ; 

Lullaby,  oh   lullaby. 
Bab)-  looks,   two  bright  eyes  see   birdie's  stir, 

Lullaby,   oh   hush-a-bye. 

Eyes  are  closing,   and  then  opening  ;   wind,  blow  eyelids  tight, 

Hush,   oh   hush,   hush-a-bye. 

Breezes,  close   around   her,    breathe    the   baby's   dreams   more 
bright. 

Lullaby,   oh  lullaby. 

Birdie,   nestle  to  her,   till   the  morning  wakes  in   light. 

Hush-a-bye,   oh   lullaby,   lullaby,   oh  hush-a-bye. 


A  honeysuckle  bough   and  a  blue,   blue  sky   beyond  ; 
Oh,   the  twitter  of  the   birds  among  the  leaves  ; 

H 
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Oh,   the  spikes  of  blossoms   bloom  with   an   odour   warm   and 
fond, 

And    the    birds'    dear,    mirthful     message    my    heart    joyously 
receives. 

The   honey  of  the  flowers  breathes  of  love  and  sighs  of  you  ; 

Oh.   the  music  of  the  birds  beneath  the  eaves  ; 

For  behold  the  summer  sky  dreams  of  eyes   I   know  are  blue, 

And,    while    notes    of  birds   are   merry,    a    heart-written    love- 
song  weaves. 

I   think    the    trumpet-blooms   should   blow    out    a    low,    sweet 
sound. 
To  join  the  calling  chorus  of  the  birds; 

As   the   message   which   they  sing,   and   which    in    my  heart   is 
found, 

Breaks   out   gladsome   in    the    singing    of  this    song   of    happy 
words. 


My  heart  is  lilting,  lilting, 
Lilting  like  the  lark  at  morn  ; 
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Like  the  lark,   my   heart  is  winging  ; 

Ringing, 
Flinging  high  its  notes  above  the  corn. 

My  heart  is  merry,   merry, 
Merry  as  the   maids  at  morn  ; 
Like  the   maids,   is  singing  ; 

Bringing, 
Stringing  garlands  the  day's  duties  to  adorn. 

My  heart   is  joyful,  joyful, 
Joyful  as  joy-bells  at  morn  ; 
No  pain  my  heart  is   stinging ; 

Springing, 
Clinging  like  the  bindweed  to  its  bourne. 


to  Qpercg. 

How  can  your  two  wee  leggies  trot  on  the  livelong  day  ? 
Up  and  down,   and  here  and  there,  they  never  seem  to  stay  ; 
Not  a  moment's  rest  and  peace  they  ever  seem  to  know, 

My  dancing  jo. 
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|  ust  as  merry  and  alive  are  your  dark  blue,  dancing  eyes, 

Now    roguish    and    most    restless    as    the    dear   wee    thoughts 
arise  ; 

The  dear  wee   mind  e'er  working;     when   does   rest  come  to 
you, 

My   lammie  loo  ? 

It   comes  with   sudden  coming;    in   the  middle  of  your  joy, 
When  even   bath  and  bed-time  make  for  you  a  happy  ploy, 

The    sleepy    dustman    rings    his    bell,    and    his   summons    aye 
rings  true  ; 

Mv   cushie  doo. 


to  tk  QSirbe. 

Linnet,   linnet,   do  you  hear  me  call? 

Midst    the    budding    leaves    upspringing    my    glad    notes    with 
yours  must  fall. 

Cuckoo,   cuckoo,   do  you  hear  me  call  ? 

Lush    and    fragrant   is   the   springing,    bringing  joy   and   heart 
to  all. 
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Throstle,   throstle,   do  you  hear  me  call  ? 

White    the    blossom    which    in    fruit-time    sees    you     thieving 
from   the  wall. 

Yoldring,  yoldring,   do  you  hear  me  call  ? 

Cheerful    my    song    as    your   short    trill,   though    like    that    my 
tune  be  small. 

Birds,   birds,   birds,   do  you  hear  me  call  to  you  ? 

The    spring   has    come ;    the    flowers    have    come ;     the   winter 
has  winged  and  flown  ; 

Our  nests  are  built  and  safely  hid  from   the  nightly  mist  and 
dew  ; 

Yours  are  in  leafy  arbours,  with   fair  blossoms  scented  strewn, 

And    mine    is   built,   oh   happy    birds,    in    a    heart    to    which    I 
flew. 


<D0,   (goi&kxom,  <Wb  Winb. 

Oh,   boisterous,   wild  wind,   how  can   you  trifle  so 
With    Katie's  charms,   her  twining  curls  ? 
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Your  rough  embrace,   rude  as  a  blow, 

Unfurls 
The  twisting  tendrils  of  her  hair. 

Take  care  ; 
Love  is  on   watch 

To  catch 
The  graceful  ringlets  back  again, 
So  shall  your  bluster  be  but  vain. 

Such  cruelty  a  lovely  ladyship  to  show  ! 
But   Katie's  cause  we  have  on  hand  ; 
Such   havoc  have  you   made   her  know, 

Command 
Is  issued  now  by  Love  and  me 

To  free 
Her  from  your  arms  ; 

Her  charms 
We  '11  clasp  to  us  and  hide  her  there, 
You  shall  not  touch  her  in  our  care. 
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Here,   my  Sweet  ;    and  there,   my  Sweet  ; 

And  everywhere,   my  Dearie, 
My  heart  would  meet,   my   heart  would  greet, 

And  ne'er  of  you  grow  weary. 

Here,   my  Dear  ;    and  there,   my   Dear  ; 

And  everywhere,  you  Sweet  you, 
All  out  of  gear,   till  you  draw  near, 

And  I  can  fly  to  meet  you. 

Here,  my  Love  ;  and  there,  my  Love  ; 

And  everywhere,   my   Darling, 
I  roam  and  rove  like  some  lost  dove, 

Or  uncompanioned  starling. 

Here,   my  Wife  ;     and  there,   my  Wife  ; 

And  everywhere,   mine  only, 
Be   in   my  life,   'twill  end  my  strife, 

And    I   no  more   he  lonely. 
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Does  anv  one  know 

Why   red   roses  blow, 
Why   the  lily  is  whitened  too  ? 

Can   any  one  tell 

Of  one   I   love  well, 
Can  they  tell  why   her  eyes  are   blue  ? 

Does  any   one  know 

Why  the  bullfinch,   low, 
To  his  nest-bird  pipes  in  the  tree  ? 

Can   any  one  tell 

Why  one   I   love  well 
Whispers  softly  and  low  to  me  ? 


The  birds  woo  each  other  with   song, 

And  why  should   not  we, 
In   the  hey-day  and  spring-time  of  youth, 

Be  as  joyous  and  free  ? 
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The  birds   build  their  own  soft-weaved  nests, 

And  whv  should  not  we 
Build  our  own,   our  dear  little  home, 

'Neath  our  own  branching  tree  ? 

The  birds  flv  as  light  as  the  air, 

And  whv  should  not   we 
Let  our  spirits  take  flight  in  blue  skies, 

I   meeting  you,   and  you   me  ? 


Up  the  hill,   down  the  hill, 
Through   the  pleasant  valley  ; 

Thus  with  laughter,   lingering, 
Through   summer  days  we  dally. 

Hand  to  hand,  cheek  to  cheek, 

Love  his  arms  around  us  ; 
Happy,   singing,  loitering, 

The  warm  June  days  have  found  us. 
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As  we  go,  so  we  '11  go 
All   our  days  together; 

Always  joyful,  jauntily, 

Make  life  one  summer  weather. 


What  of  dark,   what  of  eold, 
Snow  and  rainfall   ringing  ? 

Oh,   these  will  pass  like  summer  mist 
If  Love  be  always  clinging! 


"Oh,   whv 
Do  you  sing  so  of  love  ?  '    said  he 

With   a   sigh  ; 
"  'T  is  like  a  worn-out  old  glove,"   said  he. 

"  'T  is  a  cry 
From   the  world  above,"   said   she. 
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"All  this 
Is  an  obsolete  thought,"   said  he; 

"  Ev'n   a  kiss 
Is  but  a  thing  which  is  bought,"   said  he. 

"  Nay  ;    such   bliss 
A  gem  to  be  sought,"   said  she. 

Oh,   love,   love,   love,   and   love  be  the  reply  ; 

Give  me  only  love,   to-day   I   am  content  to  die  ; 

The   love    I    praise   possesses    strength   which    may  not    waste 
but  save  ; 

This   love   has    power   to   face   and    pass    the  gateways    of  the 
grave. 


3  flab  a  (gkmi$. 

I   had  a  blemish,   't  was  a  sore  defect  ; 
I    sat  and   sorrowed,   brooding  o'er  the  same  ; 
When  one  day  beauty  flashed  into   my   life, 

Love  came. 
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Love  came  and  covered  my  sad  grief  with  smiles, 
And  tears  as  cleansing  as  cool  dews  of  night ; 
Put  soft  arms   round  me,   passed   into  my  soul 

Love's  light. 

Love's  light  ;   ah,   from   Love's  look  there  comes 
A  healing  calm  ;    like  azure  from  the  skies 
Through   sun-cleft   rifts  in   storm-past  clouds,   I   see 

Love's  eyes. 


(gkBBtt  are  tU  ©cab. 

Weep   not   for  those  who  go   before; 

Rejoice  ; 

For  they  set  their  feet  on   a  golden   shore  ; 

Their  tongue  gives  voice 

To   Hallelujahs  with  the  Seraphim  : 

'T  is  earth   is  dim, 

And  earth   is  dark  ; 

Why  should  we  weep  because  the  vital  spark 

Flies  on,   and  may   not   stay  ? 
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Weep  not  for  those  away 

To  glory  and  immortal   light, 

Nor  wail   their  flight, 

But    weep,   if   weep    ye   must,   because    yourselves    are    still    in 
night. 

Sing;   raise  your  voices  in   a  hymn 
Of  praise  ; 

Of  a  joyful  noise,   as  the   Cherubim 
Grand  anthems  raise 

Of  Hallelujahs  with   the  choirs  of  heaven  ; 
'T  is  heaven   is  given, 
And  heaven   is  planned 

To  be  our  rest,   and  be  our  promised  land. 
Then   haste,   do  not   delay, 
Nor  weep  for  those  away, 
Whom   death   has  moved   from   mortal  night, 
Nor  wail  their  flight, 

But  sing,   as    sing   ye    must,    because    their    souls    have    gained 
the  light. 
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